
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Laundry Room Secret

A Dark Fetish Romance of Silk, Scent, and Submission


Chapter One: Warm Lace, Cold Floor

The laundry room always smelled like secrets.

Steam rose from the machines in slow, lazy swirls, and the tile floor kept its chill even at night. Ethan liked the contrast — the heat of the dryers, the way his breath fogged in the corners. But what he liked most was her.

She never came with anyone. Never stayed long. But her laundry… always appeared like a whispered confession. Lace panties laid out on the drying rack. Black stockings clipped delicately to the line with silver pins. Everything folded just so — like lingerie designed not for comfort, but attention.

He told himself he wasn’t doing anything wrong. Just folding his t-shirts. Just watching.

Tonight, her basket was already there. She wasn't.

Thin satin peeked out from under a half-folded towel. A trace of perfume — jasmine, maybe vanilla — clung to the fabric like heat on skin. His fingers hovered above a pale lavender thong, the kind that looked transparent when stretched.

His breath caught. Just for a second. Just the tips of two fingers.

He brushed the edge.

The door creaked behind him.

Ethan froze.

Her voice came first — smooth, amused, and far too close.

“Didn’t expect company.”

He turned too fast. She stood in the doorway wearing an oversized sweater, bare thighs gleaming beneath. One stocking on, the other… in her hand. She dangled it between her fingers like a silk leash.

“You’re Ethan,” she said, stepping inside. “Third floor. Lives alone. Never does laundry during daylight. Right?”

He swallowed.

She set her basket down beside his and leaned casually against the machines. Her eyes drifted down to the damp thong now slightly out of place on the rack. She raised an eyebrow — not in shock. In delight.

“You touched it.”

He didn’t answer.

She stepped closer, letting the stocking fall. It landed between them like a challenge.

“You know what I think?” Her voice dipped low. “I think you like the smell. The heat. The way silk slides between your fingers.”

She took another step. Their bodies nearly touched now. Her breath, warm and sweet, kissed his neck. Her hand trailed down, slow and deliberate — not touching skin, just hovering.

“I think you’ve been waiting for me to catch you.”

Ethan’s head spun. Every sound — the hum of the dryer, the drip from the utility sink — faded behind the pounding in his chest.

Her fingers brushed the waistband of his jeans.

Then she stepped back.

"Next time," she said, picking up her stocking and draping it over her shoulder, "you'll ask first."

And just like that, she was gone — door swinging shut behind her, the echo of silk still clinging to the air.

Ethan stared at the thong. Still damp. Still warm.

And now… unmistakably out of place.


Chapter Two – You Missed a Spot

The next night, he waited.

Not like a stalker — at least, that’s what he told himself. He brought a small load of laundry down after midnight, same as always. But this time he didn’t start the machine. He just sat on the counter, pretending to scroll through his phone, every nerve tuned to the sound of the stairwell door.

She didn’t make him wait long.

The knob turned. Steam curled in from the hallway. And then there she was again — same oversized sweater, same effortless way she filled the room.

But tonight, her legs were bare.

No stockings. No mystery layers.

Just skin, smooth and inviting, like she was daring him to notice what was missing.

“You came back,” she said, her voice velvet-soft as she crossed the room.

“I live here,” he offered, a little too fast.

She smiled. “Sure you do.”

Her basket hit the table with a soft thud. She reached in casually and pulled out a pair of black stockings. Still damp. She held them like something alive — dangling between two fingers, watching him.

“Do you want to help?”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. “Help?”

“With the drying.” Her voice dropped, husky. “You’re already so good at handling my things.”

She walked to the drying rack. Bent forward slowly — the sweater rising just enough to tease the curve beneath. She clipped one stocking to the line, then turned and handed him the other.

He took it without speaking. It was warm from her laundry, wet at the thigh, smelling like lavender and… something darker. He swallowed hard, fingers trembling as he raised it to the line.

“You’re holding it wrong,” she said.

She was behind him now. Close. Her breath brushed the shell of his ear.

“It’s delicate. You have to treat it like skin.”

Her hand slid over his, guiding the stocking up the line, smoothing the silk with her palm. His knuckles brushed the underside of her wrist. The soft drag of her skin sent a pulse straight to his spine.

“There,” she whispered. “Better.”

Ethan exhaled slowly, trying not to shake. She moved around him, her body brushing his. On her way back to the basket, she plucked a thong from the pile — red lace, barely the size of his palm.

She held it up like a question. “Do you ever wonder how many men fantasize about laundry rooms?”

He didn’t answer. She didn’t need him to.

She turned and clipped the thong beside the stockings, then stepped back and admired her own display like art.

“Touch it,” she said without looking at him. “You already have once.”

His breath hitched.

“I… I shouldn’t.”

“But you want to.”

She turned then, eyes locked on his. “Be honest.”

Ethan hesitated. Then nodded. Once.

Her smile widened. “Good boy.”

She stepped forward again — slower this time. Her hand brushed his arm, then trailed down to his wrist. She lifted his hand. Brought it up to her mouth.

And kissed his fingertips.

Each one.

Then she guided them toward the thong.

“Touch.”

He did. Just barely. Brushed the fabric like it might disappear.

“You missed a spot,” she murmured.

She moved his hand lower. Her voice was practically a purr. “Right there…”

Her fingers left his. He stayed frozen, hand trembling over red lace.

Then she pulled away completely.

“Don’t come tomorrow,” she said suddenly, the heat in her voice cooled to command. “Make me miss you.”

Ethan blinked. “I—what?”

“Give it 48 hours. If you can wait, I’ll let you see what’s under the sweater.”

She turned to go.

“But if you show up tomorrow…”

She paused in the doorway. Glanced back over her shoulder.

“…I’ll start wearing bras.”

The door clicked shut.

Ethan stood in the steam and silence, heart pounding. The thong swayed on the rack, and he realized…

He still hadn’t moved his hand.


Chapter Three – The Cost of Curiosity

Twenty-four hours.

That’s all he made it.

Ethan had tried—really tried—not to think about her. But every time he passed the third floor stairwell, the scent of steam seemed to crawl under his skin. Every time he did his laundry, his hands itched for lace that wasn’t his. And when he finally closed his eyes that night, the shape of her lips whispered across his thoughts, dragging him back to the way she’d said it:

“Touch it.”

“Good boy.”

“Make me miss you.”

He lasted a full day. Then a half. And now he was back—standing outside the laundry room door at 10:46 p.m., heartbeat knocking like a fist against his chest.

The lights were off.

But something flickered inside. Candlelight?

He opened the door slowly.

She was there. Alone. Seated cross-legged on the folding table like a goddess waiting to be worshipped. Her sweater was gone.

In its place: a red silk robe. Loose. Tied with a soft bow at her waist. One leg crossed high, the other bare, the robe slipping open to reveal the sheer tops of black thigh-highs held by thin garters.

She didn’t look at him at first. She just dipped a pale stocking into a porcelain bowl of warm water, then raised it to her thigh and slowly began to smooth it up, inch by inch, fingers flexing as she worked the wet silk into place.

He swallowed audibly.

She smiled. “You’re early.”

“I—I couldn’t wait.”

“I can see that.” Her eyes trailed down. His jeans weren’t hiding much.

She uncrossed her legs, then spread them slightly—just enough to let the robe fall a little farther open. No panties.

Just silk and skin.

“You were told to wait forty-eight hours, Ethan.”

“I tried. I—”

“No. You didn’t.”

Her tone shifted — not cruel, but cool. Firm.

“You were given an instruction. And now you’ve come here like a little thief, hoping I’d be weak. Do I look weak?”

He shook his head.

“Say it.”

“You don’t look weak.”

She stepped down from the table and walked toward him in slow, deliberate strides. Her bare foot touched the cold floor with a soft slap. She brought the wet stocking with her.

“I think you need to understand what happens when rules are broken.”

He didn’t move.

She circled him once, slowly. Then stopped behind him. He felt the cool weight of the wet stocking settle over the back of his neck, draping like a collar.

“You like this?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“You want to touch again?”

He nodded.

The stocking slid lower, across his chest. Her hands came next—pressing the silk against his skin through his shirt. She breathed against his ear.

“Beg.”

“Please,” he said, barely audible. “I need to—”

She pulled the stocking away.

“Too easy,” she whispered.

She walked back to the table, slowly rewrapping the stocking around her hand like a ribbon. “If you had waited, I would’ve let you kiss it. Would’ve let you choose which pair I wore home. I even brought a surprise.”

She picked up something folded on the table and held it between two fingers. A lace bodysuit—so sheer it shimmered. So small it would barely cover anything.

“You don’t get to see this now.”

He exhaled shakily.

“But…” Her voice softened, teasing again. “You did show up. Which means I still get something.”

She walked back to him, leaned in, and whispered:

“Take off your shirt.”

Ethan hesitated.

She raised an eyebrow. “Now.”

He obeyed.

She pressed the damp stocking against his bare chest, then dragged it slowly down his torso. Across his ribs. Over the waistband of his jeans.

“Good,” she murmured. “You can still follow some instructions.”

She turned away.

“Come back tomorrow. Same time. Don’t speak. Don’t knock. Just kneel.”

She opened the door to leave, and paused just long enough to look back.

“And Ethan?”

“…Yes?”

“Wear something tight. I want to see everything you can’t hide.”

The door shut behind her.

The room was quiet again. The machines off. The candles burning low.

But the heat she left behind lingered, wrapped in silk and shame.

And he didn’t even realize…

She’d taken his shirt with her.


Chapter Four – Obedience on Cold Tile

Ethan didn’t wear underwear that night.

She hadn’t said to—but she hadn’t needed to. The moment she told him to wear something tight, the suggestion filled in the rest. He stood in front of his closet for twenty minutes before settling on the softest, thinnest joggers he owned—ones that left nothing to the imagination.

And now he was kneeling.
On the cold tile.
Hands behind his back.
Exactly as she’d told him.

The laundry room was candlelit again. Five small votives flickered along the metal table, casting warm shadows against concrete walls. The drying rack had been cleared. No clothes. Just empty clips swaying faintly in the air.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t move.
Not when the door opened.
Not even when her heels clicked softly across the floor toward him.

She stopped just behind his left shoulder. Silence.

Then her voice—low, amused.

“You remembered.”

He nodded once.

“I didn’t ask a question.”

He froze.

Her hand landed gently on the crown of his head. “Good posture. Knees open. Eyes down. Just like that.”

Her nails traced down his neck, then lifted his shirt from the floor beside him—the one she’d taken last night. She brought it to her nose, breathed in slowly.

“You wore this yesterday. You were already hard when I took it.”

She pressed the shirt to his face. “Breathe.”

Ethan inhaled. The scent of her perfume clung to it now—floral and creamy with something dirtier threaded beneath. His body reacted instantly.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “I like when you’re honest.”

She circled him once, slowly. He stayed frozen, gaze fixed on the floor tiles. When she stopped in front of him, her bare legs appeared just inches from his face.

She wasn’t wearing stockings this time.

Instead, she held a pair.

Black, sheer, folded perfectly in one hand. In the other, she held a compact bottle of lotion—thick and pearlescent.

“I want you to learn something,” she said softly, sitting down in the chair behind him. “About ritual. About what it means to prepare something delicate. To make it worthy of skin.”

She leaned forward, voice now close to his ear.

“You’re going to lotion my legs. Then help me put on my stockings. Without a word. Without looking up. Understand?”

He nodded again, throat dry.

She dropped the bottle beside him. Uncapped.

The smell was soft—something like rose and sugar. He poured it into his hands, then hesitated, waiting.

“Begin.”

Her calf slid forward.

Ethan’s fingers touched the bare curve of her ankle. He moved slowly, smoothing the lotion in gentle, circular strokes. She said nothing, only shifted slightly to let him reach higher.

Her skin was warm, flawless. The lotion made every stroke feel exaggerated, slippery, controlled.

He reached the back of her knee, and she flexed slightly—like a warning.

“Don’t rush.”

He slowed. Focused. Let the motion of his hands speak what he couldn’t say. The feel of her. The scent. The unbearable closeness.

When he reached her thigh, she raised the other leg wordlessly.

He repeated the process—slow, reverent, his breath shaking as the lotion warmed against her skin. His knuckles brushed the inner curve of her thigh, and she made a soft sound—not approval. Not disapproval. Just… sound.

She held out the stocking.

He took it like something holy.

He rolled it up, found her toes, and began to slip it on. The fabric resisted, then yielded. Every inch up her leg was a stroke of heat.

When he reached the garter line, he clipped it in place. She offered the other leg.

Same process. Slower this time. The second stocking felt warmer, heavier, like it had been waiting for him.

When he was done, she stood.

“You may look.”

He raised his eyes.

She was breathtaking.

Black stockings clipped to a lace garter belt. No panties. The robe open, barely draped. Her body soft and curved and confident—untouchable.

Her fingers slid into his hair. She tugged lightly—not painful, but commanding.

“You followed instructions tonight.”

A pause.

“But you’re still leaking through your pants.”

He looked down. His cock strained against the fabric, a dark spot spreading from the tip.

“You’ve been hard since you walked in here.”

She let go of his hair.

“Stay kneeling. Hands behind your back.”

He obeyed.

Then she walked away. Past the machines. Toward the door.

“Same time tomorrow,” she said, slipping her robe closed. “Bring your mouth.”

The door clicked.

And Ethan remained kneeling.

The scent of lotion, stockings, and her skin soaked into his breath.

And his joggers—still damp—stuck tight against his body, pulsing with every heartbeat.


Chapter Five – Mouth Service

Ethan didn’t sleep much.

Every time he closed his eyes, he felt the lotion again on his fingers, the warmth of her skin under his palms, the slip of silk along her thighs. He replayed her last words over and over—“Bring your mouth.”

His mind spun fantasies.
But she never gave him what he expected.

So he arrived just before midnight, panting from the stairwell, mouth dry, joggers tighter than ever. No shirt this time. No underwear. Just obedience.

The laundry room was glowing again—this time from a single overhead light. No candles. No softness.

She was seated on the metal table in a new outfit.

A sheer black blouse, open at the collar. No bra. Her nipples clearly visible beneath the fabric, tight and proud. Below, a high-waisted skirt barely covered the top of her stockings. Her heels tapped slowly against the steel.

He knelt immediately.

“Good,” she said, voice like smoke. “You’re learning.”

She let the silence stretch, watching him. One leg crossed slowly over the other. Her skirt shifted. The arch of her foot lifted into the air.

Then dropped again.

“You brought your mouth,” she said.

He nodded.

“Show me.”

He leaned forward, pulse hammering. But she held up one finger.

“Not there.”

Her foot tapped.

“Start at the toes.”

Ethan hesitated, then shifted lower, his face nearly touching the floor. Her black stiletto pointed at his lips like a blade.

“Kiss it.”

He did.

The leather was warm, soft with wear. He kissed the toe once, then again, lips lingering. She extended her leg slowly, her shoe brushing his cheek.

“Now the arch.”

She slipped the shoe off. Her bare foot settled into his hands.

“Hold it still. Make it shine.”

His mouth moved over the arch, the ball, the heel—each kiss deeper, more desperate. He ran his lips along the soft skin like it was sacred.

She moaned—not loudly. Just enough for him to hear.

“Do you like this?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I like kissing your feet.”

“Louder.”

“I like kissing your feet.”

“Why?”

“Because… you’re in control.”

She smiled. “And?”

“Because they smell like you.”

She let that linger.

Then offered her other foot.

“You’ll do both, of course. I don’t reward half-finished boys.”

He obeyed. Lips, tongue, every soft breath against her toes. She curled them lightly when he reached the base. Her other foot pressed against his chest, slowly dragging down his bare stomach, smearing invisible traces of sweat and submission into his skin.

When he was done, she leaned down and cupped his chin.

“Look at me.”

He did.

She stared straight into him.

“You think I’ll let you use that mouth between my legs, don’t you?”

He nodded, slowly.

She smiled.

Then slapped him. Not hard. But quick. Across the cheek with just two fingers.

“No.”

She stood and walked to her bag. When she returned, she held something pink.

A pair of her panties. Warm. Damp.

She pressed them against his mouth.

“You can kiss these instead.”

He moaned. She pushed the fabric deeper, just past his lips.

“Hold it there.”

He obeyed. Panties stuffed in his mouth, the taste of her soaking into his tongue. Musky. Sweet. Tangy.

She walked around him once. Then again.

“You’ll wear those in your mouth until I text you otherwise,” she said, retrieving her phone and taking a picture of him on his knees—shirtless, flushed, mouth stuffed full of lace.

“For now, you’re my little washroom trophy. Just a mouth for panties. Nothing more.”

She tucked her phone away.

Then walked out, heels echoing.

Ethan knelt there in silence.

The panties wet.
His cock soaked through.
And his mouth… completely full of her.


Chapter Six – Spin Cycle

The panties were warm on his tongue.
Still wet. Still fresh.

Ethan knelt on the cold floor, knees aching, chest rising and falling as he tried to stay still—just as she’d ordered. His hands were behind his back, posture straight, jaw open, lace stuffed between his lips like a gag he couldn’t dare remove.

The fabric clung to the corners of his mouth, soaked with her scent and taste. She hadn't said when to stop.

So he didn’t.

Not when ten minutes passed.
Not when the light overhead flickered.
Not even when the door creaked open behind him.

He froze.

Footsteps. Lighter than hers. Slower.

A woman’s voice murmured a low “What the hell?”
Young. Curious. Not her.

Ethan kept his eyes on the floor.

A pause. Then: “Ethan?”

His heart dropped into his stomach.

It was Clara.
Third floor. Two doors down from him. Friendly. Quiet. She always smiled in the hallway. Once offered to water his plants.

And now she was staring at him—kneeling shirtless in sweatpants, a pair of clearly used panties stuffed in his mouth.

“Oh my God,” she whispered.

He didn’t move.

She stepped closer. Not afraid. Just… amused.

“Is this some kind of kink?” Her tone shifted. Teasing. “Should I come back later?”

Still, he didn’t move.

She walked around him slowly, taking in the scene. Her gaze lingered on the panties.

“Wait…” Her voice dropped, recognition blooming. “Are those… hers?”

She didn’t need to say who.
Everyone in the building knew her.
The beautiful woman with perfect clothes and quiet confidence.
Clara had seen her, too. Maybe even envied her.

Now Clara saw what Ethan had become under her control.

“You poor thing,” she whispered. “She’s got you all trained, doesn’t she?”

Ethan’s face flushed. But the lace stayed in his mouth. Obedience before shame.

Clara crouched down in front of him, watching him like a science experiment.

“You know she told me once,” she murmured, brushing a curl from his forehead, “that men like you crave being used. That sometimes all they need is a pretty foot and something wet to suck on.”

Her hand dropped lower.

To the bulge in his sweatpants.

He flinched—but she only laughed. “Oh don’t worry, pet. I’m not here to ruin your punishment.”

She stood, walked over to the wall, and picked up her phone.

Click.

Ethan blinked.

“That’s for her,” Clara said, grinning. “She’s going to love seeing how well you obeyed.”

Another picture.

One from the side.
Panties. Kneeling. Head bowed.

“You know,” Clara added as she gathered her laundry basket, “I might ask her if I can borrow you sometime. I’ve got a few things that could use some… mouth attention.”

She winked.

“Spin cycle’s thirty-eight minutes. Don’t drool.”

Then she left.

The door clicked.

Ethan exhaled through his nose. His jaw ached. His cock throbbed.

But he didn’t move.

And minutes later, his phone buzzed on the floor beside him.

One message. No name. Just four words:

“Good boy. Don’t cum.”


Chapter Seven – Fabric Rules

The message stayed on his screen for hours.

Good boy. Don’t cum.

Simple. Sharp. Impossible.

Ethan couldn’t stop thinking about it.

He didn’t touch himself that night. Not exactly. But he throbbed through the sheets, hips twitching, the taste of her panties still ghosting his tongue. Every time he got close, the memory of her voice — “Don’t cum” — stopped him like a leash tug.

The next night, the laundry room was darker than usual. No lights. Just the dim, golden flicker of a single scented candle.

The air was thicker this time — not just with heat, but with something sweeter. Floral, yes, but richer. Like the perfume she’d worn the first night, concentrated now into something edible.

She waited for him, seated in a low chair facing the drying rack. A silk scarf coiled in her lap. Stockings folded beside her. A small, antique drawer sat open on the table.

She didn’t look up when he entered.

“Close the door.”

He did.

“Kneel.”

He dropped instantly, the sound of his knees echoing on the tile.

She stood, picked up the silk scarf, and approached.

“This,” she said softly, running the fabric between her fingers, “is a whisper.”

She held it to his face. It was warm from her skin, scented at the edges with her perfume. Her wrist brushed his cheek.

“You may smell.”

He inhaled slowly.

The silk held her scent like a secret. Soft. Feminine. Clean, with the faintest trace of sweat at the corners—real, human, perfect. It went straight to his cock.

She watched his breathing hitch.

Then she moved to the table and lifted a different piece: lace panties. Pale yellow. Still slightly damp.

She walked back to him. Bent down. Draped them over his face.

“This,” she said, her lips brushing his ear, “is memory.”

He moaned softly, but stayed still.

She lifted a black stocking from the pile and rolled it between her palms.

“And this…” She knelt in front of him, bringing the fabric to his chest, letting it trail down his stomach. “This is what I’ll use to tie your hands when you fail.”

Ethan swallowed.

She smiled.

“Do you understand the rules?”

He nodded.

“Say them.”

He hesitated. “Silk is a whisper…”

“Good.”

“Panties are memory.”

“Yes.”

“Stockings… are punishment.”

Her smile deepened. “Very good.”

She stood. Picked up a small remote from the table.

A click.

A low hum vibrated against the floor. Ethan flinched. He hadn’t seen it before—a small black device, placed just beneath his knees.

“I want you to grind. Not hump. Not stroke. Just… feel.”

He obeyed. Slowly pressing down, hips rocking forward, the hum rising through his thighs and into his cock. The pressure was maddening—enough to twitch, enough to beg, but never enough to come.

She draped the panties back over his face. Then knelt behind him, wrapping the silk scarf loosely around his neck like a collar.

“You’re going to count the strokes for me.”

He moaned into the lace.

“Out loud,” she said, voice firm.

“One…”

The hum intensified slightly.

“Two…”

Her fingers traced the seam of his sweatpants, right where the outline showed the most. She didn’t touch. Just watched.

“Three…”

By twelve, he was shaking.

By twenty, he was whispering her name between counts.

At twenty-three, she tugged the scarf tight around his neck and whispered, “Stop.”

He froze.

His whole body trembled, soaked in sweat, cock visibly pulsing through the fabric.

She moved to the drawer. Pulled out another pair of panties—pink, satin, creased.

“These,” she said, “are tonight’s prize.”

She dangled them in front of him, then dropped them over the still-humming device.

“If you stay hard without touching yourself for the next twenty minutes… you can wear them home.”

Ethan whimpered.

“And if you can’t…”

She picked up the stocking again. “You’ll wear this. Wrapped around your cock. Until I say otherwise.”

She turned to leave.

And paused in the doorway.

“One more thing.”

He looked up.

“No underwear tomorrow. I’ll be checking.”

Then she was gone.

The candle flickered. The hum continued.

And Ethan… didn’t dare move.


Chapter Eight – Folded Wrong

He tried.

He really did.

But twenty minutes kneeling with a humming plug beneath him, pink panties soaked in her scent laid out like bait — it was too much.

At minute seventeen, he shifted his weight.
At minute eighteen, he whispered her name.
At minute nineteen, he bucked once. Just once.
But that was enough.

He came.

Quietly. Desperately. Face buried in his arm.

Afterward, he sat there—panting, stunned, ashamed. The panties were still untouched. The floor beneath him damp.

He cleaned up.

He folded the panties. Placed them neatly in the drawer. Washed the scarf in the sink. Pretended nothing had happened.

He thought maybe she wouldn’t know.

He was wrong.

The next night, the laundry room was colder. No candles. No perfume. Just her.

She stood waiting in all black. Blouse, garters, heels, gloves.

A stocking was already in her hand. Rolled tight. Ready.

She didn’t say hello.

“Strip.”

He froze.

“Now.”

He undressed. Slowly. Silently. His joggers hit the floor. She eyed the front.

“You broke.”

He opened his mouth. She raised her hand — a single gloved finger.

“Don’t lie.”

He nodded, ashamed.

“Did I give you permission?”

“No,” he whispered.

She stepped forward. Stocking still rolled in her hand like a weapon. She knelt. Reached for his cock — soft now, but still flushed.

“I told you,” she murmured, “stockings are for punishment.”

She slid the fabric under his shaft. Wrapped once. Then again. And again. Until it was tight — a black coil of silk trapping his cock against his thigh.

“Do you know what this is?”

He shook his head.

“This is your reminder.”

She tied the stocking in a firm knot, then clipped the loose end to his waistband like a leash.

“You’ll wear this for three days. No underwear. No release.”

He gasped. “But—”

She slapped his thigh. Once. Clean.

“You don’t get to speak.”

She picked up the drawer from the table and brought it down to the floor beside him.

Inside: panties. Dozens of them. Folded neatly, organized by color, fabric, scent.

“You’ll refold all of them. Properly.”

She picked one up—a pale lilac thong with a silk gusset and lace trim.

“Like this.”

She folded it in thirds. Then rolled it. Then pressed it flat.

“Do you understand?”

He nodded.

She stepped back. Watched him.

He reached into the drawer. Chose one at random. Pink mesh. Still warm.

He unfolded it. Tried to copy her method. But the lace snagged. It wouldn’t sit flat.

She sighed. “Try again.”

He did. Slower. Tighter.

Still wrong.

She walked over and held out her hand.

He gave her the panty.

She examined it.

Then held it to his mouth.

“You don’t fold what you don’t respect.”

She pushed the fabric into his mouth. Not gentle this time. Deep.

“Suck on it.”

He obeyed.

Her voice turned soft. Too soft.

“I’m going to turn off the lights now.”

Click.

Darkness.

“Then I’m going to walk around the room.”

Her heels clicked slowly on the tile.

“You won’t know where I am.”

She moved behind him. Then to the side.

“And when I touch you…”

He shivered.

“You won’t be allowed to moan.”

He nodded.

“But you will stay hard. The entire time. If you lose it, I start over.”

She dragged her glove down his spine.

Ethan bit the panties in his mouth, eyes wide in the dark.

The punishment had begun.


Chapter Nine – Shared Load

The stocking around his cock was tight.

Day two.

He hadn’t touched himself. Not once.
Every bump of his jeans, every step on the stairs, every cold breeze from the window reminded him of what he wasn’t allowed to have.

He ached.

Not just in his body—but in his mind. She was in his head now. Every scent reminded him of her. Every folded sock made him think of lace. Every time he saw a woman’s legs…

He flinched.

So when he got her message, he obeyed without hesitation.

“Laundry Room. Now. Door stays open.”

That last line froze him.

Open?

She never left it open.

Still, he went. Sweating. Stocking still bound tight under loose joggers, the knot just barely hidden beneath his waistband.

She was already there when he arrived.

But she wasn’t alone.

Clara stood beside her. Same age. Same floor. But dressed differently now—black skirt, sheer blouse, no bra. Her arms crossed, eyes sharp with interest. Predatory.

Ethan froze in the doorway.

“Come in,” she said. Not his woman. Clara.

The door stayed open behind him.

“Strip,” Clara added, lips curling.

He looked at her—his original mistress.

She nodded.

So he obeyed.

First the shirt. Then the pants. The stocking wrap revealed—his cock already twitching against the binding.

Clara let out a soft laugh. “He’s hard for you already?”

“No,” she said simply. “He’s hard for rules.”

They circled him once. Slowly. Deliberately.

Clara reached out. Traced the stocking with one finger. “You tied him well.”

“He tied himself. After the first day.”

Clara raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

He didn’t speak.

“You may kneel,” she said.

He dropped.

Clara stepped closer. Her foot lifted to his chest—bare, soft, toes painted wine-red.

“I want to see how he handles unfamiliar scent,” she said. “You said he’s been trained.”

“Loosely,” the other replied. “Let’s test it.”

Clara reached into a tote bag on the table and pulled out a pair of bright pink panties. Slightly damp. Lightly creased. Still warm.

She held them to his nose.

Ethan inhaled—and flinched.

Different.

Not her.

Clara smiled.

“Already struggling?”

He nodded, flushed.

She pressed the gusset against his lips. “Taste it.”

He hesitated. His mouth opened.

The flavor was different. Sharper. Younger. She was playful where the other was precise. Her scent was floral—but stronger, less curated. More real.

He moaned.

Clara laughed.

“Maybe he likes variety.”

His original mistress stepped forward now, holding up a blindfold.

“Let’s find out.”

She slipped it over his eyes.

“Open your mouth.”

He obeyed.

One pair of panties. Then another. Then another.
Each time, a different flavor. Different fabric. Different woman?

He never knew.

But they did.

Clara leaned down. Whispered, “Guess whose this is…”

He moaned.

Another pressed to his tongue.

“I think he’s ready to serve both,” she said.

“Not yet,” said the other. “One more lesson.”

She untied the stocking from his cock—slowly, carefully.

He gasped at the release. The rush of blood. The ache returning.

Then she looked at Clara. “Pick his edge number.”

Clara smiled. “Seventeen.”

He froze.

“No touching. No hands,” his mistress said. “You grind. Seventeen times.”

Ethan lowered his hips to the floor. The cold tile met his skin.

“One,” they said together.

He thrust gently.
“Two.”
The scent of mixed panties filled his head.
“Three…”
He whimpered.

By fifteen, he was shaking.

By seventeen, leaking.

They said nothing.

Then Clara dropped a new pair of panties in front of him—white cotton. Still soaked.

“Hold that in your mouth.”

He bit down, dizzy.

They stepped back.

“You may edge again,” his mistress said. “If Clara lets you.”

He looked up at her.

Clara smirked.

“Beg.”

Mouth full. Knees raw. Cock twitching.

He moaned something desperate.

She leaned down. Kissed his cheek.

“Not tonight, panty boy.”

They walked out together.

Left the door open.

And Ethan—still blindfolded, gagged with cotton—realized:

This was just the beginning.


Chapter Ten – The Tie Breaker

The next message didn’t come from her.

It came from Clara.

“Bring a toothbrush. No clothes. Ten minutes.”

Ethan read it twice.

Then obeyed.

He slipped on a hoodie to cover his naked body, tucked the toothbrush into his sleeve, and padded barefoot down the stairwell—stocking still wrapped around his cock beneath the fabric, just the way they left it.

The laundry room was already warm. Dim. And not empty.

They were both there.

Clara sat on the washer, legs crossed, sipping from a thermos.
She stood by the folding table, gloved hands organizing neatly folded panties by shade—white to red.

Ethan froze in the doorway.

“Remove the hoodie,” said Clara without looking up.

He did.

The chill of the room touched his skin like a warning. His cock pulsed, instantly straining the silk tie.

His mistress smirked.

“Still obedient. Still mine.”

Clara laughed. “He thinks he’s yours.”

That word—thinks—hung in the air like perfume.

Then Clara slid off the washer and walked to him. “Show me the toothbrush.”

He offered it.

She took it between her fingers. Examined it like a tool. A toy. A weapon.

“You’ll need to earn your right to hold anything with your hands tonight,” she said. “Let’s see what your mouth can manage.”

She dipped the brush into her thermos.

“Coconut oil,” she explained. “And just a little peppermint.”

He frowned.

“Teeth?” he asked quietly.

She smiled.

“No.”

She stepped behind him, gripped his chin, and pressed the toothbrush against the side of his cock—slowly dragging it along the shaft, through the tight silk stocking.

The cool oil soaked into the fabric.

Ethan twitched.

She did it again. This time slower. Up the underside. Across the tip.

“Hands behind your back,” his mistress said gently.

He obeyed.

“You’ll stay like that while we decide how to split you.”

“Split… me?” he asked, breath catching.

Clara smirked. “You didn’t think two women would share one toy without a game?”

They circled him. One in heels, one barefoot. One with precision. One with energy. Two styles. Two tastes.

But one goal.

“Here are the rules,” said his mistress. “Clara will give you ten commands. I’ll give you ten. You will perform each one, in silence.”

“If you moan,” Clara added, “you lose one point.”

“If you disobey,” the other said, “you lose all of them.”

“And if you win…” Clara leaned down, lips brushing his cheek.

“You’ll earn a tongue bath.”

He whimpered.

Command 1 — Clara tied his cock tighter using the toothbrush as a rod. Twisting the silk. Pressing it against the base.

He stayed silent.

Command 2 — Mistress laid five panties across the table and made him identify hers by scent, blindfolded.

He got four right.

Command 3 — Clara slipped her foot between his knees and ordered him to hold it there. Thighs trembling. No contact. Just control.

He obeyed.

Command 4 — Mistress draped a lace thong over his lips and whispered the name she’d worn it under.

He said it back. Correctly.

Command 5 — Clara made him open his mouth and suck her toes. One by one. He held his breath. Didn’t moan.

By Command 9, he was sweating. Leaking. Harder than ever.

Then Command 10 came from Mistress:

“Edge. Twice. Silently. While Clara brushes your nipples with the toothbrush.”

He collapsed.

Fell forward to his knees.

Didn’t come.

But didn’t make a sound.

They stared at him—red-faced, panting, mouth dripping with saliva and fabric heat.

And nodded.

“He’s ready,” Clara whispered.

“Agreed,” said the other. “He’s ours now.”

She stepped forward, untied the stocking.

Clara held out a new pair of panties—navy blue satin.

“Choose,” she said. “Whose are these?”

He didn’t even sniff.

He just whispered:

“…Yours.”

Clara smiled.

She slipped them onto his head. Like a hood.

His mistress kissed his cheek.

And whispered:

“Next time, you serve us both.”

They left.

And Ethan, panting, cock aching, panties tight around his mouth and eyes, whispered:

“Please…”

But there was no one left to hear it.


Chapter Eleven – Double Load

He wasn’t allowed to walk in this time.

He had to crawl.

The message was short:

“No clothes. Bring your tongue. Crawl.”

He obeyed.

Midnight, knees on concrete, skin against cold steel. The stairwell echoed with each breath. The air outside the laundry room door was humid—already thick with their scent before he even entered.

The door was cracked.

He pushed it open with his shoulder.

They were waiting.

Her—in black mesh lingerie, sheer garters, heels that clicked with every small movement.

Clara—in a long silk robe, chest bare beneath it, one leg tucked beneath her, perched on the counter like a queen overseeing her kingdom.

Between them, a low mat had been placed on the floor. Soft. White. Freshly laundered.

For him.

He crawled forward. Head down. Cock dragging. Obedient.

No one spoke.

Until she finally said:

“Tonight, you’ll use your mouth for everything.”

Clara smirked. “No hands. No eyes. No cumming. Just serve.”

Ethan nodded, lips parted.

She blindfolded him with a familiar strip of fabric—one of her satin thongs. He could still smell her.

He moaned softly.

Clara’s voice cooed. “Already drooling.”

A soft slap on the cheek followed. Not painful. Just correction.

“Focus,” she whispered. “Lesson one: symmetry.”

Clara stood, moved to his left.

His mistress stepped to his right.

Each raised a foot to his mouth.

Her stockinged toes. Clara’s bare ones.

“Begin.”

He kissed the left. Then the right.

He could taste the difference immediately.
Nylon. Salt.
Skin. Lotion.

She giggled.

Clara didn’t.

“Lick the arches,” said one.

“Suck the pinky toes,” said the other.

He obeyed.

Tongue dragging across silk and skin. His cock throbbed, untouched, already leaking onto the mat beneath him.

“Still leaking?” Clara asked.

“Always,” she said. “It’s how he begs without words.”

The next order was harder.

Her: “Run your tongue from heel to knee. Slow.”

Clara: “Stay on the toes. Don’t leave them.”

He froze.

Clara knelt behind him. Whispered:

“Which mistress will you disobey?”

He whimpered.

“Choose.”

She reached down and pinched the base of his cock—right over the still-wrapped silk stocking from last time.

His whole body twitched.

Then he lifted his mouth to Clara’s toes again. Slowly. Deliberately.

Clara smirked.

“Smart boy.”

She sat down. Opened her robe.

“Now kiss the inside of my thigh.”

He obeyed.

His lips pressed to her skin. Her pulse beat there. Her warmth soaked into him like sunlight through glass.

She moaned. Real. Loud.

But she stepped forward then. Slapped his cheek.

“One orgasm tonight,” she said firmly. “And it won’t be hers.”

Clara smiled without guilt.

“I guess we’re sharing, not equal.”

“We’ll see,” the other whispered.

She pulled Ethan away by the hair. Guided his mouth between her legs. Stockings still on. Panties barely tugged aside.

He gasped into her heat. She pressed his face deeper.

“Use your tongue,” she ordered. “Slow. Wide. Devoted.”

He obeyed.

The scent of her filled his lungs. The taste of her coated his lips. He circled. He licked. He worshipped.

Clara stood behind him now. Watching.

“Look at you,” she said, voice thick. “Our little laundry pet.”

He moaned into her.

She came against his tongue—quiet, pulsing, breath caught in his hair.

Then pushed him away.

“Now,” she whispered, “you earn your final task.”

Clara crouched again. Pulled the blindfold from his eyes.

In front of him: both of their panties. Folded. Wet.

“Choose one.”

He reached.

She slapped his hand.

“With your mouth.”

He bent forward. Chose hers. Instinctively. Without hesitation.

They both watched.

He nuzzled the satin. Bit down.

She kissed his head.

Clara smiled, shaking hers.

“Still hers.”

“Not for long,” the other replied.

Then they walked out—leaving him on his knees, cock hard, panties between his teeth, soaked to the mat in submission.


Chapter Twelve – The Inspection

The message came from an unknown number.

“Report to the laundry room. Naked. Mouth clean. Knees ready.”

No name. No teasing.

But it felt like her.
Or maybe Clara.

Ethan obeyed.

By now, he didn’t question orders.
He only hesitated at the doorway—because the voice waiting for him inside wasn’t one he recognized.

“Oh. You’re cuter than I expected.”

She was tall. Blunt-cut hair. Sharp cheekbones. Military posture in a tight blouse and heels. Sitting casually on the folding table, one leg crossed, a clipboard in her lap.

Clipboard.

Ethan blinked.

She smirked.

“You can kneel now, pet. We’re a little behind schedule.”

He dropped instantly.

A second voice came from the side—familiar.

Clara.

“Don’t worry,” she said as she stepped into view. “She’s… special.”

Then she arrived, heels clicking softly.

“Ethan,” she said gently, “meet Ivy. She’s the one who trained me.”

Ethan’s heart stopped.

Ivy slid off the table, stepping close. Her perfume was darker—musk and spice. Her voice carried no affection. Only authority.

She circled him once. Ran the back of her knuckle along his jaw.

“So this is the little panty sniffer,” she said, tapping her clipboard.

“He’s obedient,” said Clara.

“He’s eager,” said the other.

“But is he useful?” Ivy asked.

She snapped her fingers.

“Open your mouth.”

He obeyed.

Clara stepped forward. Dropped a freshly-worn pair of panties on his tongue.

Then Ivy spoke:

“Don’t close your mouth.”

She walked to the table and returned with a silver clip. She fastened it to the edge of the fabric, securing it to his cheek.

“You’ll keep those in while I inspect.”

She knelt behind him.

Gloved hands ran down his spine. Then under him.

She gripped his cock—still hard. Still bound with silk.

“Still hasn’t earned release?” she asked.

“Denied since day three,” Clara said proudly.

“Good.”

Ivy reached down with a wipe. Cleaned his shaft without care.

Then held the base firmly.

“Let’s see how well he responds to neutral touch.”

She began to stroke.

Slow. Mechanical. Evaluating.

Ethan trembled.

The panties in his mouth were soaked now—not just from her scent, but his saliva, his shame.

Clara crouched in front of him. Held his face still.

“Eyes on me,” she whispered. “Do not moan.”

Ivy continued.

Stroke. Grip. Stroke.

Her other hand held his balls—cool, heavy, precise.

Ethan’s hips bucked once.
The clip tugged his cheek.
Clara slapped him—light, but sharp.

“Still needs correction,” she murmured.

Ivy pulled back.

“Not terrible,” she said. “But he’s not ready to serve in front of others.”

“Others?” he whimpered, words muffled.

She smirked.

“Oh yes. They didn’t tell you?”

Clara grinned. “We’ve been invited to a private event. A laundry-themed soirée.”

His mistress nodded. “Five women. One toy. And lots of folding.”

Ethan’s cock twitched.

Ivy jotted something down.

“You’ll attend on leash. Gagged with my panties. If you last the entire night without leaking…”

She turned.

“…we’ll let you choose whose you sleep in.”

They left him kneeling again.

Panties clipped to his face.
Cock hard.
Training incomplete.

But the test had begun.


Chapter Thirteen – Delicates Cycle

The van door opened, and Ethan didn’t dare lift his head.

The leash clipped to his collar tugged once — not hard, but sharp enough to remind him: he was here to be handled.

He crawled out onto polished tile, cold and smooth beneath his knees.

The room smelled like lavender steam and pressed cotton.

Voices murmured. Laughter. The subtle creak of leather chairs. Feminine heels clicked softly across the floor.

He felt them watching.

But he couldn’t see them.

A silk blindfold had been tied over his eyes. Not hers. Not Clara’s. Ivy’s.

Thicker. Tighter. Less forgiving.

He wore nothing else but a tight, high waistband of ivory lace panties stretched snug between his thighs — a punishment Clara had chosen. They were damp before the ride even started.

A small bell chimed.

Then her voice.

“Ladies,” his mistress said smoothly, “thank you for joining us tonight for the Delicates Cycle. Please remove your heels, silence your devices, and take a card from the dryer.”

The women chuckled.

Cards rustled.

Then silence again.

Clara stepped forward.

“He’s been folded, pressed, and pre-conditioned. But he needs… reinforcement.”

Fingers slipped into his waistband. Tugged. Snapped.

Someone else giggled.

A second woman stepped forward. Voice unfamiliar. Confident.

“Is he trained to recognize fabric by tongue?”

“Test him,” Ivy said.

A panty was placed on his lips. No words. No clues.

He opened. Sucked. Swallowed the scent.

“Silk,” he said.

Another.

“Mesh.”

Another.

“Lycra… mixed.”

A pause.

Then a hand clapped softly.

“Acceptable,” the stranger said. “But not impressive.”

The leash tugged again.

He was guided forward — still blindfolded — until his knees hit the base of something soft.

A bench?

No. A woman’s thigh.

Clara’s.

She crossed her legs. Rested one foot against his chest.

“Let’s begin the ritual.”

The music changed. A low hum of a dryer started behind him.

Ivy spoke next.

“Cycle one: Display.”

Clara stood.

Hands guided him upward — just enough to stand, trembling, cock barely restrained beneath the lace.

Someone snapped a photo.

Another hand traced the hem of the panties.

“Who dressed him like this?” a new voice asked.

“I did,” Clara said proudly. “Day-old. Unwashed. Mine.”

Laughter.

Someone tugged them lower.

Another voice: “Do we mark him yet?”

“Not yet,” Ivy answered. “Cycle two.”

Ethan whimpered.

The leash tugged him back down.

“Cycle two: Obedience.”

The room hushed.

“Ethan,” Ivy said. “There are six women here tonight. Each of us will give you one word. You will respond without hesitation, voice clear, head bowed.”

She stepped to his side.

“Sniff.”

He obeyed. Crawled forward. Found her shoe. Breathed in deeply.

“Lick,” said Clara.

He licked the top of her foot without hesitation.

“Whimper,” said another.

He did. Quiet. Desperate.

“Hold.”

He froze.

Another voice: “Grind.”

He pressed his hips to the cool floor. Moaned faintly into the tile.

“Beg.”

He whispered, “Please…”

And finally—

“Stay.”

Silence.

No more commands.

Only heat. Laughter. The sound of a champagne bottle opening.

He stayed perfectly still.

The women began discussing his “fabric retention capacity,” his tongue pressure, the visual appeal of his thighs in lace.

Clara fed him from a bowl — not with a spoon, but with her fingers.

Tiny bites of strawberry. A melting ice cube against his neck.

They didn’t use him tonight.

Not in the way he’d expected.

They studied him.

Judged him.

Tasted his obedience.

And when the cycle was complete, Ivy approached one last time.

She knelt.

Removed his blindfold.

And whispered:

“Next time… you’ll do more than stay.”


Chapter Fourteen – Rinse & Release

She didn’t text.

She didn’t need to.

Ethan knew.
His body knew.
The way a tide knows when to turn.

He went to the laundry room just past midnight.

Naked. Silent.
The stocking she’d wrapped around his cock five nights ago now looped softly around his wrist — a symbol. A leash. A memory.

The room was dim.

Only one machine was on.

She stood in front of it. Back to him. Wearing nothing but a loose white blouse and bare thighs. Her hair was tied up. Steam kissed her calves as she leaned into the open dryer.

When she turned, she didn’t smile.

She just said: “Shut the door.”

He did.

Then dropped to his knees.

She didn’t order it. But she let it happen.

She walked to him slowly, carrying a basket. Not of clothes.

Of rituals.

Inside: five pairs of panties. Folded. Still warm.

Her fingers moved slowly. She lifted the first pair — sheer black, high-waisted, soft as breath.

“These were the first ones you touched.”

She placed them on the ground in front of him.

The second: pale pink, damp at the center.

“These were your first taste.”

She laid them beside the first.

The third: Clara’s—bold red, slightly stretched.

“Your first test.”

Down they went.

Fourth: white cotton. Ivy’s.

“Your first failure.”

He looked up. Ashamed.

She crouched. Lifted his chin.

“And this…” She pulled out a fifth pair — navy blue, lace, the waistband still bearing his teeth marks.

“…was the first one you chose.”

She kissed his forehead.

Then whispered: “Now choose again.”

He reached out, hands trembling.

Paused.

Then picked the navy lace again.

Her smile was soft. Proud.

“You remember me.”

She stood. Stepped back. Unbuttoned her blouse. Let it fall.

No bra.

Her panties were the same navy ones.

She had worn them again. For him.

She lowered herself onto the low bench and spread her legs.

No orders.

No teasing.

Just the words: “Come here, Ethan.”

He crawled between her knees. Breathed her in.

His hands stayed behind his back.

His mouth worshipped.
Slow. Deep. Devoted.
Not to earn. But to give.

She moaned softly. Pulled his head closer. Ground into his face.
She came once. Twice. Shuddering, sweat shining at her collarbone.

Then pulled him up by the collar.

Pressed her forehead to his.

“You’ve waited long enough.”

She reached down. Untied the stocking from his wrist.

Then from his cock.

It pulsed in her hand, angry and desperate.

She didn’t stroke.

She just held.

“You may speak.”

His voice cracked.

“Please… I need to…”

“I know.”

She kissed his cheek.

“Then show me how much.”

He thrust once into her palm.
Twice.
She wrapped the stocking around the base again — but not tight.

Just enough to press.

He moaned. Shuddered.

Then came.

Hard.

Over her wrist.
Onto the panties.
Into the basket of memories.

She didn’t flinch.

She smiled.

“You’ve been laundered.”

He collapsed against her thigh, mouth open, heart full.

She stroked his hair.

And whispered:

“Now we can really begin.”
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